had gathered to look us over, stretched out on
cbarpais, or string-beds, on the veranda. The
sentries snoozed at their posts. Colonel Abdul
Ibrahim Khan alone stayed awake, in order to
keep us company.

Through King, who could speak Hindustani
rather fluently, he told us much about his
country. From our point of view, by the way,
very few Afghans have anything but the most
meagre education. This commandant at Dakka
was an exception. He had gone to college in
India and had a fair knowledge of the geography
of his country and of the motley array of peoples
who live within its borders. He had even a library,
consisting of one book. He produced it with
the pride of a schoolboy. It was a dog-eared
Rand McNally atlas, of the vintage of 1900,
brought back from Australia by an Afghan
camel-driver. He opened it to a map of the
world. Then he pointed out to us that Ms
country was in the same latitude and of almost
exactly the same size as a country that he called
"Teckass". By "Teckass" we discovered that
he was referring to Texas.

Although we had never thought of it before,
there really is a rather striking similarity between
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